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" What promise, Sire ? " said Puysieux; " you have
a good memory, you cannot have forgotten it. Does
not your Majesty remember that one day, having the
honour to play at blindman's buff with you at my
grandmother's, you put your cordon bleu on my back,
the better to hide yourself; and that when, after the
game, I restored it to you, you promised to give it me
when you became master; you have long been so,
thoroughly master, and nevertheless that cordon bleu
is still to come."

The King, who recollected the circumstance, here
burst out laughing, and told Puysieux he was in the
right, and that a chapter should be held on the first day
of the new year expressly for the purpose of receiv-
ing him into the order. And so in fact it was, and
Puysieux received the cordon bleu on the day the
King had named. This fact is not important, but it is
amusing. It is altogether singular in connection with
a prince as serious and as imposing as Louis XIV.;
and it is one of those little Court anecdotes which are
curious.

Here is another more important fact, the con-
sequences of which are still felt by the State. Pont-
chartrain, Secretary of State for the Navy, was the
plague of it, as of all those who were under his cruel
dependence. He was a man who, with some amount
of ability, was disagreeable and pedantic to an excess;
who loved evil for its own sake; who was jealous even
of his father; who was a cruel tyrant towards his wife,
a woman all docility and goodness; who was in one
word a monster, whom the King kept in office only
because he feared him. An admiral was the abhor-